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THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 



Heaven's Gate — where is it? Up yon orient height, 

Where the lark's matin hails the dawning light, 

Or where the Day-Star dips in Ocean's brim, 

And surging billows peal the vesper hymn ? 

In the lone forest-aisles, or leafy cells. 

Where Solitude like saintly hermit dwells ? 

Or where beneath the illimitable arch 

In silence the Celestial armies march, 

Filling with awe man's never-ending race, 

But reaching not the confines of God's place ? 



Toward Haran went the Patriarch, and came 
Unto a place the record does not name : 
'Twas night, and pillow'd on the groimd he lay, 
And slept and strangely dream'd till break of da.^ 



4 THE GATE OP HEAVEN. 

He saw, as 'twere, a ladder in his dream, 
Reaching from Earth to Heaven, which like a stream 
Of light God's angels traversed up and down, 
And God's own presence did the summit crown. 
The Patriarch waking then, but still afraid, 
" Stirely the Lord is in this place," he said ; 
" I knew it not ; how dreadfrd this abode, 
This is the Gate of Heaven, the House of God ! " 



The Gate of Heaven ? To build it, men of old 
Down to the plain the quarried moimtains roll'd ; 
And by the thunders of four thousand years 
Unscathed their mighty masonry appears. 
Sublimely calm, when Libyan tempests sweep. 
The Sphinxes still their antient vigil keep ; 
And where the Nile's mysterious waters glide. 
Forests of columns rise on either side ; 
While high above the Desert's whelming sands. 
Seeming the work of more than human hands. 
The Pylons spread their everlasting doors, 
Though not a footstep wakes their silent floors. 



THE GATE OF HEATEN. 

At the first gleam of day's rekindled fire, 
For ages warbled the Memnonian lyre ; 
And where the Pyramid's vast shadow falls 
O'er cities lost and subterranean halls, 
There, as on Mars-Hill once, some altar-stone 
Might tell of reverence to the God Unknown. 



The Gate of Heaven I Before the crimson glow 
Of Hermon tinged the dusky vales below, 
From pastures near and regions fer away 
The Tribes assembled on the accustom'd day. 
To Salem they drew nigh in silent awe 
By the old paths, until once more they saw 
Her lofly walls, her well-remember'd towers, 
Like cedars planted amid olive bowers. 
So beautiful, so glorious to behold, 
Pictures of silver set in fi^mes of gold. 
" How amiable thy dwellings. Lord of Hosts I " 
They chaunted as they reach'd the threshold posts ; 
Then " Hallelujah ! " all the people sang. 
While the loud timbrels drown'd the trumpet's clang, 
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The Gate of Heaven ? Where that high altar stood. 
Changed to a place of skulls — a field of blood. 
From the sad garden of Gethsemane, 
Along the dolorous way to Calvary, 
To meet his doom the guiltless suflTerer went : 
The skies grew dark, the mystic veil was rent ; 
And then, as to avenge the impious crime, 
And chronicle the deed to latest time. 
The lightnings of Almighty wrath were hurl'd. 
The thunders of the Eternal shook the world ; 
Walled cities fell, and pillar'd moimtains bow'd, 
And the great temple vanished like a cloud. 



But, like the radiant angel of the tomb. 
Did one sole star the dreadful void illume, 
Till from the vault of night emerged a dawn 
Bright as the first that fiash'd on Eden's lawn ; 
Advancing from the hoary Asian hills 
Through Europe's forest to the Alpine rills. 
And green Atlantic meads impearl'd with dew ; 
And there, to prove prophetic vision true, 



THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 

Men skilfiil and devout for Earth's High Lord 
Designed a nobler palace, — from the sward 
The pmnacled Cathedral's gorgeous pile 
Eising, as when some new-discover'd Isle 
Lifts its Mr headlands in the purple sheen, 
While round its shore the waters sleep serene. 



Hark ! 'tis the music of the Sabbath bells, 
Borne on the gale along the forest dells, 
Wafted where harvests crown the hills with gold, 
And snow-white fleeces heap the distant fold. 
And, pimctual as the day, from olden time 
Has yon high tower sent forth the solemn chime ; 
As wont, from blossom'd vale and sultry street 
Under the Minster's shade the folk still meet. 
With filial steps each antique porch they throng : 
They bend — they rise — and then the choral song 
Blends with the organ's flood of harmony, 
As rivers mingle with the rolling sea. 
'Tis hush'd, and thousands kneel where thousands knelt 
In ages past, feeling as they once felt, 
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THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 



And hearing, as they heard, of sins forgiven, 
And finding there the very Gate of Heaven. 



Again and yet again the organ flings 
Its tones around, and like a rush of wings 
From shaft to oriel the vibrations spread, 
Seeming a glory on each shrine to shed ; 
As though a soimd could be a thing of sight. 
And melody could borrow plumes of light. 
On the rapt sense seraphic concords dwell, 
Till one voice only rings like silver bell 
In some aerial turret ; when beneath. 
As fi-om the hollow groimd, deep voices breathe 
One burst of joyous sjonphony, and then 
The diapason swells the grand Amen ! 



And yet these arches do but echo still 
The songs which once were heard on Sion*s hill, 
The harps that by Euphrates' mournful strand 
Replied not to the stranger's harsh command, 



THE GATE OF HEAVEN. 

But slumber'd till the day of freedom broke. 
When all their trembling ecstasies awoke. 
" How beautiiU upon the mountains are 
Their feet who bring glad tidings £rom afar. 
Who publish peace I " So to this day, beyond 
High Calpe's strait the Island choirs respond, 
And still the burden of the chaunt is " peace ! " 
Or, haply, when the clarion's war-notes cease. 
And flushed the victor comes from plains yet goiy. 
The aisles resound — " Who is the Lord of Glory ? " 
Qr the Te Deum peals, while round the Dome 
Float banners that have swept the billow's foam. 
The year revolves, and countless lips recite 
The loftier hjma heard on that wintry night 
Long centuries since, when Syrian shepherds kept 
Their silent watch, and distant Bethlehem slept. 



Amid deep silence now the leaves unfold. 
In England's homely tongue the text is told, 
And with &miliar phrase the preacher aims 
To make truth clear, and mute attentioii ^\a.Yc&&\ 
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Mildly asserting Whose prerogative 

'Tis to condemn the sinful, or forgive. 

Nor all unheeded falls the faithful word ; 

With holier impulse many a heart is stirr'd ; 

A thrill pervades the listening multitude, 

And breasts obdurate heave with sighs subdued. 

The very genius of the sacred place 

Lends to the robe an apostolic grace ; 

Gives force to language that had else no power, 

And were forgotten with the fleeting hour. 



The solemn message ceases, and o^er all 
The benediction^s soothing accents fall ; 
When, as once more the mighty organ blows 
Its trumpet-blast, the ebbing tumult flows 
Through the long aisles, and down the colimmM nave, 
By crypt and shrine, by niche and sculptured grave ; 
The people lingering, wondering a^ they pass. 
At pictured window and memorial brass ; 
So rich, so rare the emblems, it would seem 
All art combining wrought a poef s dream. 
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The crowds disperse, the organ's voice is mute, 
Soft in its final cadence as a lute ; 
But some, as if by &scination bound, 
Still fondly tarry on that hallow'd ground. 
While in the Western window, mildly bright 
As winglet of some cherub child of light, 
Hovers the summer evening, wont to fold 
Its golden pinions there in times of old. 
When, duly as the vesper star appeared. 
The vesper hymn the wayworn pilgrim cheer' d. 



Son of the busy present I dost thou sigh 
For the more pensive joys of years gone by ? 
Can thy commercial and mechanic mind 
A pleasure in religious musings find ? 
Or, dost thou fi-om the ruins of the past 
Beckon how long thine iron age will last. 
And into ceaseless change time's problem solve. 
Creeds, customs doom'd like seasons to revolve ? 



Believe, or doubt who will, yet none may stand 
Within these age-worn temples oi \^ie \«sA 



12 THE QATE OF HEAYEN. 

Una wed, unmoved ; the stones arotind us speak, 
And in our harder hearts responses seek ; 
Nor plead in vain, with their dumb eloquence, 
Through dull obstruction to that inner sense 
Whose intuitions, coming vague and rare. 
Make us of things beyond ourselves aware. 
And dimly to man's spirit intimate 
The path that leads to the Celestial Gate. 



The Gate of Heaven is where ? The village Spire 
Points as the sons of toil the way inquire, 
Whose rugged forms there bend the knee as well 
As daintier limbs where pealing anthems swell. 
On the bleak moor, where four bare walls appear, 
When labour ceases and the stars shine clear. 
Uncultured voices raise the fervent hymn 
A Wesley penn'd when Faith's old lamp grew dim. 
Kindling a sacred fire in simple hearts. 
Such as no learning yields, no pomp imparts : 
From that low roof ascends the poor man's prayer. 
Nor doubt we that one Gate of Heaven is there. 
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Wherever two or three together meet, 

His presence is — His house — His mercy-seat ; 

And when the sinner went apart and pray'd, 

In Heaven were heard the few short words he said. 



*Tis nigh, wherever contrite hearts are found. 
Mansion or cot, green hill, or cayern^d ground 
Where pallid labour pants, or on the waves 
Where the bluff seaman rock and tempest braves ; 
Where their last sigh upon the blood-stain'd heath 
Soldiers in prayer for home and country breathe ; 
And where at midnight through his dungeon bars 
On the lone captive gleam the trembling stars : 
Where Magdalens forsake the shameless street. 
And once again would kiss the Saviour's feet; 
Where some dear child of beauty, pure and meek. 
Shows by the flush upon her faded cheek 
The fatal blight within, nor long shall wait 
The gentle hand that will imfold Heaven's Gate. 



If hard the pillow, sweet may be the rest, 
The broken slumber with brigh.1 Vmoxia\Afe^\.' 
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As when the Patriarch on his couch of stone 
Wide open saw the world's dark curtain thrown, 
And God's own heralds as they came and went 
By that strange path along the firmament. 
And let the solemn, happy &.ith be ours, 
That holy spirits from their blissful bowers 
On loving missions to this world descend, 
And still man's feeble, erring race befriend. 
When most forlorn we tread life's rugged waste. 
And not a ray may in the clouds be traced, 
Ev'n then the sinking soul may hope to rise, 
Help'd by an arm that reaches from the skies. 
Was it a dream ? The lowly homes of Earth 
To many a high intelligence give birth : 
Was it a vision ? Climb yon narrow stair, 
A dying Saint becomes an Angel there ! 
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THE BOY AND THE TREE. 



1. 

'TwAS in a sheltered Cornish vale, 

Where the yoxmg ehns grow straight and strong ; 

Where earliest blossoms scent the gale, 

And birds delay their parting song : 

From the dark wood with infant glee 

Leaps out and laughs the dimpled river. 

Regardless of the angry sea, 

In which its mirth will cease for ever. 

2. 

And not far off a grey Church-tower 
Its form like some tall patriarch rears ; 
Whose voice has told the passing hour 
Some say for twice three hundred years : 
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The village seems to gather round, 
Obedient to that cheerfld warning, 
And like a hiye has buzzed the sound 
Of cheerful toil since early morning. 

3. 

Upon a day a sea-cloud dense 
From the bleak cliff far inland roll'd ; 
As one that comes men know not whence, 
Its shadow fell on farm and fold : 
Now flash the lightnings, and a roar 
Louder than Ocean's shakes the hills ; 
And instantly the storm is o'er, 
Again the vale with sunshine Ms. 

4. 

But prostrate on the greensward lay 

One tree amid its forest peers. 

Just now as high and &ir as they, 

And like to bide the blast of years. 

Oh ! it was sorrowful to see 

Those branches sear'd, those roots uptorn ; 
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And all that lofty company 

As for a brother seem'd to mourn. 

5. 

The dews will weep its &11 at eve, 
The birds will miss its boughs to-night, 
And never more its vernal leaf 
Will whisper welcome to the light : 
But truce to fency, and your pity 
For other themes and woes reserve ; 
That stem may help to build a city. 
Those limbs into a ship may curve. 

6. 

Bring, sturdy swains, your axes bring, 
Nor let the log the earth encumber ; 
A sapling in its place shall spring — 
Nay, what is one in such a number ? 
Trees in their fate resemble men, 
Nature to each short respite granting ; 
Down to the dust they drop, and then 
Few — may be none — will find them wanting. 

c 
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7. 
Another morrow dawns, and &8t 
His gleaming steel each hewer plies ; 
The schoolboys, as they frolick past, 
View their prone friend with moistening eyco 
Some loiter even while the bell 
Sternly its ninefold knell delivers ; — 
The final stroke that moment fell, 
The roots recoil, the huge trunk quivers. 

8. 

I 

One from his place was miss'd that day, 
A merry, bright-hair' d, blue-eyed boy ; 
His cheek that mom a mother kiss'd. 
Who waits him now with patient joy : 
He comes not, though long since the chime 
Has peal'd the cheerful noon-tide hoiu* ; 
And drearily wears on the time 
Till evening shades begin to lower. 

9. 
Then on each mind sad bodings came, 
And old and young, in ardour vying, 
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Went forth, and searched, and call'd his name, 
But no one heard his voice reptying. 
Some to the distant moorland i^)eed, 
Others ascend the mountain hollow ; 
And one whose feet and bosom bleed 
To the wild shore the stream did follow. 

10. 

In vain they sought him many a day ; 

On groaning wains the tree was lifted, 

And where it once so grandly lay, 

In heaps the Autumn leaves were drifted. 

A guess into conviction grew. 

And to the spot the people hurried. 

Where digging deep, — most strange but true, — 

Under the roots they found him buried ! 

11. 

Why was it, when the thimder broke. 
That tree was from the rest selected ? 
Why fell the hewer's final stroke 
When the fair boy no harm suspected ? 

02 
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That mother's form, it haunts me still, 
And still I hear that wail of sorrow ; 
The purpose must be left — until 
The trumpet sounds the eternal morrow. 



St. Mawgan : 
November 2nd, 1861. 
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" THE PRIDE OF MY HEAKT IS GONE." 



1. 

A LITTLE cot with a garden plot, 

And a waU-flower by the door, 
Under a hill where sea-birds shrill 

For ever dive and soar ; 
A form once feir, now worn with care, 

By the hearth sat chill and lone ; 
A heavy tread, and a voice that said — 

" The pride of my heart is gone ! 

2. 

'^ I have lost my lad and all I had, 

And he was my only son. 
And the woman there no other will bear — " 

She sigh'd « God's will be done I " 
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" God's will," said he, half angrily, 

" To God himself is known ; 
I only know the wind did blow, 

And the pride of my heart is gone ! 



3. 

" But yesterday in Saint Ives* deep bay 

Was moor'd my staunch sea-boat ; 
No fairer craft, both fore and aft. 

On the brine did ever float : 
I stood on the beach as she left the reach 

With all her canvas on ; 
But never more will she make the shore, 

The pride of my heart is gone ! " 



4. 



Just as he spoke a large tear broke 
Away from his stem grey eye ; 

And I tum'd aside, not to wound his pride, 
And heard the woman sigh : 
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But soon the man again began 

To tell, witli a stifled groan, 
How the skies did &own, and the storm came down, 

And the pride of his heart was gone. 



5. 

'Twas a fearful night, no star, no light. 

As they did the Channel cross ; 
And the gale each hour did gam more power, 

And the waves more wildly toss : 
What next befel he could not tell — 

Sigh'd she, " God's will be done ! " 
He bow*d his grey head, and only said — 

" The pride of my heart is gone ! " 



o4 



S4 



GARIBALDI. 



1. 

Glort of the Southern lands. 
Foremost among men he stands ; 
O that I could grasp his hands. 

And tell him how I love him ! 
Champion knight of Liberty, 
Flower of Christian chivalry, 
Stem or gentle he can be. 

As deep passions move him. 

2. 

Faith was weak, and Guilt was strong, 
And the world had suffered long 
Bitter pangs and cruel wrong, 
To he borne no longer : 
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Shackles torn from dungeon-stones, 
Yet still clenching patriots' bones, 
Falling scaffolds, prostrate thrones, 
Prove that God is stronger. 

3. 

Time hath its appointed roimd, 
Seeds in spring-time burst the ground, 
When Heaven needs the man is foimd 

For the purpose ready : 
Hands the head's intent fulfil, 
Hearts with holy motive thrill. 
Conscious man performs God's wiU, 

Calm, devout, and steady. 

4. 

Soon men know the chosen man. 
Quick his lineaments they scan. 
Fast they understand God's plan. 

Nor may choose but aid it : 
Thus the impulse gathers power. 
Nearer each day brings the hour 
Freedom's bud shall be a flower. 

With no cloud to shaie it.. 
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5. 

t 

Fair Italians &ithfiil son I 
So far nobly hast thou done, 
Stainless laurels hast thou won, 

Wreaths as pure await thee : 
Rest thee but a little while, 
Angels guard thy lonely Isle, 
Heaven looks on thee with a smile. 

Despots may but hate thee. 

6. 

Calm as in^t at the breast. 
Keen as eagle on the nest. 
Grand as lion in his rest. 

Such repose thou takest : 
Piteous moans the Adrian wave, 
Rome is but a gilded grave. 
Traitors plot and dotards rave 

Only till thou wakest. 
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GOD FORBID ! 



1. 

Some think that England^s task is done, 
Some say that her last sands are run, 
Some' see through clouds her setting sun, 
But God forbid I 



2. 

Secure within her Ocean wall, 
England their home the eidles call, 
And distant lands would mourn her fall, 
Which God forbid I 
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3. 

There may be portents in the sky, 
All is not sound that meets the eye, 
There 's much to make a good man sigh, 
Which God forbid ! 

4. 
True, but there 's more to make one proud 
Of the old land of mist and cloud ; 
A race no tyrant ever cow'd, 

Which God forbid ! 

5. 

A nation strong, a people stem, 
Whose hands no idle wages earn, 
Whom from their purpose naught can turn, 
And God forbid ! 

6. 

To them the hills their iron yield ; 
They cleave the rock, they plough the field ; 
Their arms can swords as sickles wield, 
But God forbid ! 



I 
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7. 
Their speech is heard on eveiy shore, 
It peals above the billow's roar, 
'Twill cease when Freedom breathes no more, 
Which God forbid I 
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A STATESMAN. 



Whetheb to doubt or trust thee some scarce knew, 
Ev'n wlien they most admired thy skill of fence, 
Thy bold retorts, thy wit, lihy eloquence ; 
Yet were they ever fein to think thee true, 
And those who have misgivings now are few. 
Nay, is there one, in this our trying hour, 
For whom thy name is not a shield and tower 
Against whatever dangers may ensue ? 
We gaze in wonder as the changeful years 
Still leave that brow without a wrinkle smooth, 
Albeit burden'd with a nation's cares : 
Mature in thought while young; in heart a youth 
When age should almost make the blood run cold : 
No foe of England finds thee growing old. 



i 
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LORD EAGLAN'S FUNERAL. 



1. 



'Tis over, and the veteran sleeps at last, 
And not a tongue dares vilify his name ; 

Men fondly now recal the glorious past, 

The fields where with his blood he eam'd his fame. 



2. 

Some speak as proudly of that later day 
When, like a hero of the times of old, 

To Alma's steep he led the crimson way, 
His plume the foremost where the battle roll'd. 



% 

32 LORD RAGLAn's FUNERAL. 

3. 

Others describe how, in the wintry mists 

That like white shrouds hung over Inkerman, 

He rode undaunted down the dreadful lists, 

While from the heights the blood in torrents ran. 

4. 

Some tell of his unflinching fortitude, 

More valiant even than his chivalry ; 
How he the shafts of calumny withstood, 

And battled bravely with adversity. 

5. 

No more of merits now, of &,ults no more, 
'Tis over, and the wounded spirit rests ; 

But, ere they take him from the fatal shore. 

The drums shall soimd, and gleam ten thousand crests. 

6. 

The day has dawn'd — hark I 'tis the signal gun, 
In stem respect the foe suspends his flre ; 

And, as the pageant flashes in the sun. 
Prom every rampart hostile eyes admire. 
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7. 

France, Piedmont, England, each their tribute yield 
To him whose honour'd ashes leave them now : 

No truer soldier ever enter'd field, 

And laurel never wreathed a manlier brow. 

8. 
The minute guns still boom — and soft and slow 

The martial strains in solemn concord blend; 
Stout bosoms throb, and tears — tears fi-eely flow 

For him who was the soldier's thoughtful fiiend. 

9. 

And now the sailors on that gloomy strand 
With tender hearts receive the precious trust ; 

The salvo peals, and fest they leave the land. 
While England waits to welcome — but his dust. 
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THE PEACE COMMEMOKATION. 

May 29, 1856. 



1. 

It is — it is the wish'd for day I 
Green arches span each public way, 
With garlands every porch is wreathed : 
Our arms are piled, our swords are sheath'd ; 
The trumpet thrills the vale no more ; 
No cannon rends the rocky shore ; 
The storm is past, the thunders cease, 
And all around breathes haUow'd peace. 

2. 

From the wild Euxine and the North 
Our mighty fleets ride proudly forth ; 
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But worn our veterans come, and few, 
From Alma^s crest of crimson hue, 
Scathed by the flame of the Redan, 
Or scarred at glorious Inkermann, 
Or 'scaped the &.tal charge that told 
How England's feme was won of old. 

3. 

We look for some in vain — in vain ! 
Where May flowers deck the battle plain 
They rest, or 'neath the dark blue sea 
They slumber on as tranquilly. 
We miss them, but forget them not. 
Their memories haunt each festive spot ; 
Afresh the bitter fountains flow, 
And all our joy is tinged with woe. 

4. 
Pale soldier from the distant land, 
Come, grasp once more a neighbour's hand ; 
Bold sailor from the stormy wave. 
Come, see what smiles attend the brave ! 
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From plough and mine, from lathe and loom, 
We bid our warriors welcome home — 
Welcome to England^s halls and bowers, 
Her hamlets &ir and hoary towers I 



5. 

Peace crowns with bliss our &vour'd Isles ; 
Like dimpled babe old Ocean smiles ; 
Our children pace with fearless feet, 
In lovely bands, each crowded street, 
Mingling their voices clear and high. 
And sweet as anthems from the sky ; 
To prove, in turn, when we are dust, 
Faithful to freedom's sacred trust. 



6. 



Victoria ! on this happy day, 
We bless once more thy gentle sway, 
True daughter of our ancient line, 
In whom all royal gifts combine. 
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And all a woman's virtues blend ; 
For thee our prayers to heaven ascend, 
That to thy distant final hour 
No war-cloud on thy realms may lower. 
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PEACE : 



AN EPILOGUE. 



Children of Earth ! obedient to your call, 

I quit once more the bright etherial hall, 

Beyond the reach of dark vicissitude, 

Where never sounds of strife or pain intrude. 

From the Celestial fields your valleys green 

Invite my steps, and scarcely change the scene. 

So like Elysiimi in the vista are 

Your glades and groves, and blue hills stretching far 

Till, as my feet adown your pastures glide, 

I see the flowers with blood-drops fi-eshly dyed ; 

O'er all the greensward broken helmets cast, 

Show where the storm of battle lately pass'd; 
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Scared from the fold the flocks remotely stray; 
By smouldering cots the faithful watch-dogs bay ; 
While widow'd mothers by the wayside mourn, 
And children vainly wait their sire's return. 

I come, commissioned by the Sovereign Power, 
Whose smile is near when clouds most darkly lower. 
To change the view, and bid the olive bloom 
Where still the laurel decks the recent tomb, 
Water'd with frequent tears, that will not cease 
E*en at the gentle messages of Peace. 
For never yet unhonour'd or imblest 
Has been the spot where heroes' ashes rest. 
Under the mountain-turf, or in the dale 
Where the fond tablet tells its moumftil tale. 



But grief is mellow'd as the days glide by. 
And Love returns to hush pale Beauty's sigh : 
Yes, ye sad damsels, and ye sorrowing swains. 
The dews shall wash away those hideous stains ; 
Soon will each vale its lilied breast disclose. 
And show no crimson but the virgin rose ; 

jy 4 
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The scented grass shall hide the warrior's grave, 
And golden com o'er mouldering armies wave. 
Soon where the dreadiid shouts of conflict peal'd. 
The whistling lad shall drive his plough a-field ; 
And once more to the meny rebeck's sound 
Will lighl feet twinkle on the daisied ground. 
And once again beneath the hawthorn shade 
The youth not woo in vain the bashful maid. 
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WHAT IS THE SECRET ? 

(Becited by L. A. at a Masonic Benefit for her Father.) 



What is the secret ? asks each curiotis belle, 

And every fop professes he can tell, 

Pouring soft nonsense in his lady's ear. 

Who nods and smiles, and says he makes it clear ; 

As though it were as easy to discover, 

By look or word, a mason as a lover ; 

As if each lily hand could give the grip, 

And mystic lore became a rosy lip. 

But, gentle listeners, would you learn the sign. 
Less to your beaux, and more to me incline ; 
Nearer, still nearer, — let me breathe it low. 
An Angel's whisper, — there, 'tis all I know. 



\ 
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'Twas heard, that Angel's whisper, 'mid the roar 
Of British thunder on the Danish shore ; 
'Twas heard across the narrow rividet, 
In Spain's hot clime, where Gaul and Briton met. 
Suspending their fierce combat, and shook hands, 
As brothers when they greet in distant lands : 
Briton and Gaul, who now — thank God I — imite 
On sea and shore to battle for the right. 

Aye, and 'twas heard when, as the trumpet peal'd, 
The squadrons charged on Waterloo's red field, 
And the stem swordsman in the advancing foe 
A brother saw, and check'd the flashing blow ; 
And many a time upon the bare cold ground 
The bleeding veteran a Lodge has found, 
With balm to heal, and words to cheer his breast, 
Or prayers to calm his fever'd soul to rest. 

So, on life's rugged way, the stricken man 
Has found again the good Samaritan 
In the mere stranger who beside him knelt, 
But whose warm heart a brother's yearning felt ; 
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And throiigh the prison bars that angel voice 
Has often bid the breaking heart rejoice. 

Ev'n thus to-night ~ to change this serious tone — 
Brothers, your kindness by your smiles is shown ; 
My &ther thanks you as a brother should, 
With all good wishes for the brotherhood. 

But, let me add, I think it only fair 
Sweethearts and wives should in your secrets share. 
We, too, are members of an ancient Crafl, 
Nor out of our pretensions will be laugh' d 
By grey-hair'd bachelors, and striplings bold 
Whose budding beards seem blighted by the cold. 
We weave the fates, as did the three dark Ladies, 
Though Berlin wool was scarcely known in Hades. 
The art of sewing is indeed a mystery. 
None older in the world's domestic history : 
Talk of your lines, your compasses, your rules ! 
Thimbles and scissors are the nobler tools. 
Aprons you wear by our example taught. 
And every seam was by our fingers wrought. 



f 
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The Earth, without our humble household cares, 
Would be a wilderness of shirtless bears. 
Proclaim it then, &r as the billows roll, 
The needle sways the world from pole to pole ; 
Yes, own it, sirs, wherever you may roam, 
Man builds the houses but woman makes the home ; 
And here confess that I for once am right, — 
The secret is — but do not frown — good night ! 
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IT DOES MOVE THOUGH I 

E PUR SI MUOVE. 



1. 

" It does move though ! " So said the sage, 

As the dim hall he qiiitted ; 
While his cowl'd judges irom the stage 

Like birds of twilight flitted. 



2. 



" It does move though I " The words were few, 

And in a whisper spoken ; 
But some who heard believed them true, 

And the dark spell was broken. 
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3. 

" It does move though I " He smiled and sigh'd, 

Half pity, half derision ; 
Then donn'd his cloak with Roman pride, 

And looked some old Patrician. 

4. 

Remembering Bruno^s stake, he took 

Tlie bait, and made no question ; 
Yet found it, like the prophet's book, 

Not easy of digestion. 

5. 

He reach'd his tower, and then a soimd 

Was heard like peals of laughter ; 
" True, true," he said, " the sun goes round, 

And all the stars run after." 

6. 

A stem composure smoothed his brow, 

So &ir, so high, and ample ; 
And to the dust when doom'd to bow. 

None dared thereon to trample. 



^ 
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7. 

Changed is the scene, and changed the hour, 

And stranger things await you ; 
In Oxford's academic bower 

Stands GaliMo's statue, 

8. 
By Newton's, near sad Priestley's form, 

In Bacon's noble presence : 
That's something, sir, your heart to warm, 

And prove truth's vital essence. 

9. 
So the world moves — what few to-day, 

Many will ken to-morrow ; 
The earth goes round, the sun's fix'd ray 

Dispels all doubt and sorrow. 

10. 
In Santa Croce calm he sleeps. 

While a new day is breaking ; 
And strong as aye the world's heart leaps, 

And the dry bones are shaking. 



i 
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BEATEICE, 



'TwAS in Ravenna Dante's daughter dwelt, 

Secure within Saint Stephen's convent tower ; 

And Beatrice her name, the only dower 

From him beside whose tomb she frequent knelt. 

Florence, repenting late, compassion felt. 

And thence one daj a stranger came with gold, 

Which to the nun, so saintly and so cold, 

He proffer'd smiling, while his heart did melt. 

No other than Boccaccio brought the gift. 

Who long and well had loved her glorious sire ; 

And when she did her hood all meekly lift, 

To render grateftd answer, and retire. 

At once he saw the father in that look. 

And bathed with tears her hand as she the offering took. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF THE PRINCE 

CONSORT. 



The electric couriers over all the land 

Speed like the viewless messengers of Death ; 

And startled groups at eveiy comer stand, 
Who speak with hurried words and bated breath. 



2. 

'the fearful tidings spread, and access find 
Ev'n to the priest within the altar rail ; 

And from the aisles sounds come as when the wind 
Of Autunm stirs the sear leaves in the vale. 
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3. 

Wide London tTirillfl, as at the silent Hour 

The deep bell, booming througH the cloud of night. 

Announces that from some high regal tower 
Another soul has wing'd its mystic flight. 

4. 

Soon from each steepled town the knell is heard, 
And rural spires the plaintive tones prolong ; 

Some seize the time to speak a solemn word, 
While others seek relief in holy song. 

5. 

Whether the stroke in love or wrath was meant. 
We ask not, and submit to Heaven's decree ; 

But sadder Sabbath England never spent. 
To our last day it will remembered be. 

6. 
Oh, widow'd Queen ! Oh, sever'd scions &ir 

Of that most noble stem which now lies low ! 
If loyalty, and tears, and fervent prayer 

Coidd soothe or aid ye, brief would be your woe. 
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7. 

To saj that he was gentle, just, and wise, 
Ay, and right faithftd to his sacred charge. 

Were but to bring fresh sorrows to your eyes, 

And prove his well-loved England's loss how large ! 

8. 
Earnest yet patient, genial as refined, 

Frank, as became the land that gave him birth ; 
Science had richly stored his lucid mind. 

And rank in him but stamp'd the manly worth. 

9. 
Though brave, he had no passion for the game 

In which the people's lives are used as pawns ; 
Not in the blood-stain'd field he sought his feme, 

But where on dewy meads red morning dawns. 

10. 

The fleecy flocks, the kine, the teeming soil. 

He valued, but he valued men yet more ; 

His pride, to elevate the sons of toil. 

His taste, to adorn the dwellings of the poor. 

1^1 
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His liberal thought then took a wider range, 
And 'mid .the land a wondrous palace rose; 

Where distant nations might their arts exchange, 
And men find brothers in their ancient foes. 

12. 

And once again, at his humane behest, 
For Peace another temple now thej build ; 

Though dark the war-clouds gather in the West, 
Heaven's rays begin its rising domes to gild. 

13. 

Alas ! the lustre seems already dim, 

Since the fond master's eye no more shall wake ; 
Alas ! alas I the place reserved for him 

In that World's Hall another now must take. 

14. 

We feel, and long shall feel, what we have lost : 
But there is one who grieves as none else grieve- 

The Lady of the Land, who loved him most, 
And whom it was so hard for him to leave. 
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15. 

Ev'n while the cheek is moist with filial tears, 
The widow's weeds beneath the crown are seen ; 

Yet as the Woman in the Queen appears, 
The Woman bears her sorrows as a Queen. 

16. 

And he, who is our hope for future days, 

In piouB care will emulate his sire ; 
While the bright form that cheer' d the dying gaze 

Still watches with a love that will not tire. 

17. 
No more — no more on griefs like these intrude, 

Forgive the loyal, but presumptuous line ; 
For such a theme the tenderest words were rude, 

Or gentler hand should touch the chords than mine. 



Truro: 
December Ibthy 1861. 
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NOTES. 



THE GATE OF HEAVEN.— P. 3. 

These lines were originally published in aid of the alterations 
at St. John's, Truro, effected under the direction of the earnest 
and most estimable incumbent, the Key. Orlando Manley ; and 
they are now reprinted in a revised form, and with some ad- 
ditions, in the hope that they may not be unacceptable in a wider 
circle than that to which they were first addressed. 

"THE PEIDE OF MY HEAKT IS GONE."— P. 21. 

These words were used by the sailor who gave the writer an 
account of the incident described in the verses under this title, 
which are literally a metrical version of fact. 

BEATEICE.— P. 48. 

" His (Dante's) daughter Beatrice (whom he is said to have 
named after the daughter of Folco Portinari) became a nun in 
the convent of St. Stefano dell' Uliva, at Eavenna ; and, among 
the entries of expenditure by the Florentine Eepublic, appears 
a present of ten golden florins sent to her in 1350, by the hands 
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of Boccaccio, from the state. The imagination can picture to 
itself few objects more interesting, than the daughter of Dante, 
dedicated to the service of religion in the city where her father^s 
ashes were deposited, and receiving from his countrymen this 
tardy tribute of their reverence for his divine genius and her 
own virtues." — Cart's Dante. 
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